	WE SAIL VERY CLOSE TO THE WIND	
" It's early yet/' said my cousin. " Just run us up
to Eaux Bonnes."
We were halfway up th'e zigzag when I saw the mass
of a char-a-banc toiling ahead.
" Hullo," said Jonah. " They're late. They should
have been in at Eaux Bonnes by half-past five/' He
slewed himself round in his seat. " There you are,
Jilly. This time to-morrow Casca will be on that
mammoth—or, rather, a sister-ship. If you like to
hide up on that bank, you shall see him go by."
" Someone/* said I, " ought to watch him alight at
Eaux, Bonnes. Just to be sure he's turned up/'
" You might do that/7 said Jonah. " If you take
the Lowland, you needn't get out of the car/'
I nodded.
We were now on the heels of the monster, and Jonah
leaned out of the Rolls to see if the road was clear for
me to go by.
" Right oh," he said.   "Let her go."
What then took place happened so swiftly as far
to outrun my pen.
As I pulled out, I sounded the electric ho*n.
This had a startling note, and a man in the back
\ of the char-ci-banc turned his head.
Now why I should have glanced-up I shall never
know. But I did. For a fraction of a second we
looked one another in the face. Then he averted his
eyes.
For another fraction of a second I sought to remem-
ber where I had seen him before.
And then I had stopped the Rolls dead, and the road
was all blurred before me, and every nerve in my body
was tingling with shock.
The face was the face of the f wafery-eyed waMah * into
279

